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The Grocery Store 
Phenomenon 


I don’t know if it was because of the steam bath that 
I had just taken or if it was Lord Shiva himself playing 
tricks on me, but when I walked into the local grocery 
store to pick up a few things for dinner everyone I 
Saw was encased in a large, clear, bright, egg-shaped, 
luminous light. 

I thought of Carlos Castaneda’s descriptions of his 
sorcerer teacher don Juan Matis putting him into an 
altered state of reality by sharply hitting his so-called 
“assemblage point” - located on the right side of the 
upper back just above the shoulder blade - which 
allowed Carlos to see people as - so said Don Juan - 
they really are: beings wrapped in a luminous egg- 
Shaped bubble that was divided, in most people, into 
two equal parts, left side and right side, whereas the 
luminous bubbles of Nagauls, sorcerer-warriors like 


Don Juan, and his party of nine students were divided 
into four equal parts like four boxes. 

But my “assemblage point” hadn’t been hit, so I 
doubted that that was the cause of my seeing 
everyone - men and women of all ages and children, 
too - surrounded by a luminous egg which at times 
took on a shimmering golden hue and extended about 
two feet from their physical bodies. And strangest of 
all, everyone seemed happy which, to me, was 
extraordinary for most ? Many ? people aren’t 
too/very happy, caught up as they are in their 
problems: financial, emotional, physical, spiritual, 
mental. 


The endless loop of negative thoughts: 
“T don’t have enough money.” 
“I'm not pretty!” 

“Why can't I get that promotion?” 

“I'm so fat.” 

I thought of Thoreau’s oft-quoted line: “Most men 
lead lives of quiet desperation.” look up quote *** 

But these people going about their grocery 
shopping in their bright, luminous eggs, of which they 
were seemingly totally unaware, and the store 
employees, too, seemed genuinely happy. 

I wasn’t doing any drug or drugs that may have 
caused this grocery store phenomenon: my seeing 
everyone encased in a bright, happy bulb of light. I 
hadn’t smoked a joint or smoked any hash. I hadn’t 
smoked in years. Nor had I ingested any magic 


mushrooms, LSD, psilocybin, mescaline, peyote, 
auyescahe “? , or any other mind-altering drugs. 

Nor was I drinking. I had just come from the steam 
bath; it was late afternoon. 

Was this “seeing” a result of doing Tai Chi? I? 
practice/ practiced? Tense? Tai Chi daily, the Yang 
Style 24 and 36 Forms and the Wu Style 13 Form - 
some a few move of three other Chinese Internal 
Martial Arts: Baqua Zhang, Hsing Yi, and Lu Ha Ba 
Fa, and also Qigong - but they never brought such a 
profound change of perception of reality. Sure, I felt 
g00d, often great, doing and practicing the Forms - 
which is what the combined movements are called - 
but they didn’t propel me into such a different state of 
reality. Once, in class, when no other students showed 
up and it was just me and my teacher, Matt, and we 
practiced Baqua Zhang for a an hour and the 24 Form 
for the last 30 minutes of class, I was flying: IN THE 
ZONE, but after class, like walking out of the city’s 
Parks & Recreation building where class was held, I 
didn’t see people in their luminous bodies. 

Was I having a vision of heaven? What people look 
like in heaven? Was I seeing what I imagined what I 
might one day see in heaven? 

I did expect to go there. Doesn’t everyone? 

I walked up to the Starbucks located at the front of 
the store to get a cup of daily brew, Pike Roast, 
medium, with cream, which I usually did when I was 
food shopping and drank while I pushed a grocery 
cart through the store and picked up some potatoes, 
oranges, avocados, chicken, steak, milk, eggs, juice, 
extra sharp cheddar cheese and a chocolate bar, but I 


also wanted to interact with the young woman bistro - 
surrounded as she was by her luminous egg - because 
I was curious to find out what it would be like to talk 
with her as her words came out of her luminous body: 
Would I even hear her speak? What would the words 
sound like? Muffled? Or would they be crackling 
clear, coming as they were from seemingly pure light? 

“Hi,” she said as I approached the counter. She was 
young, pretty, about 22 I guessed, long black hair 
draping a few inches past her shoulders, petite, 
smiling genuinely. “What can I get you?” 

Well, that answered that question: Her words 
sounded just as they would normally sound when she 
wasn’t surrounded by her luminous body - or at least 
when I didn’t see it. 

“Coffee of the day, please,” I said. “Pike Place 
Roast. Medium. With cream.” 

She rang it up on the cash register. 

“That'll be three sixteen.” 

I gave her a five. She made change and handed it 
back to me. I dropped a quarter in the tip jar. 

“TIl get that right away,” she said. It took her about 
four minutes to get my coffee with a lid and 
cardboard holder? To protect from the heat of the 
cup. 

I grabbed a plastic cup-holder near the sugars and 
napkins; you attach it on your grocery cart and put 
your coffee cup in it so you didn’t have to hold it or 
put in on the steel-like seat that folds out into the 
cart. Thoughtful of Starbucks, or the grocery store, to 
provide them. 


I began walking to the far end of the store where I 
would turn left down the aisle to the dairy section 
where I’d grab a few yogurts - brand - and a carton of 
milk. Then some Simply Lemonade a few glass doors 
down. Pushing the cart, I asked myself: Am I 
dreaming? I didn’t think so. Iam a strong dreamer 
and I’ve recorded and studied my own dreams for 
years, read a lot of books on and about dreaming, 
dream interpretation books - Betty Bethard’s “The 
Dream Book” is one of the best - and I well knew 
when I was “awake” or when I was dreaming. Asking 
myself: “Am I dreaming?” is a lucid-dream-induction 
technique that I picked up somewhere - perhaps in 
Stephen’s LeBarge’s book “Lucid Dreaming” - and 
you say that to yourself during your waking hours, 
aloud, say to yourself while you’re driving home from 
work: “Am I dreaming?” This supposedly helps induce 
lucid dreams - dreams that you have where you are 
“awake” in the dream - that is, you know that you are 
dreaming - lots of info on this, especially from the 
Tibetan Buddhists and their Dream Yoga - it will carry 
over from your waking state to the dream state and 
when you ask yourself this in your dream state it 
triggers lucidity. 

But, no, I wasn’t dreaming. I was wide awake. So 
why was I seeing bright, brilliant, luminous, rather 
pretty and pleasing-to-the-eye bubbles surrounding 
everyone? 

Perhaps I was having a vision like the one that I had 
during a Lakota Sioux Sundance years ago in central 
Iowa when the one long, thin cloud in the blue sky 
started moving toward me and turning into a buffalo 


skull; during the Sundance, which is four days - two 
before and two after - the summer solstice - seven 
buffalo skulls are set on the altar near the large circle 
where the men and women - of all ethnicities - walk 
and dance while the supporters outside the circle 
watch and salute at certain times the sacred tree, 
decorated with many bright colorful - reds, blues, 
yellow, turquoise - prayer flags. 

Was this a psychotic breakdown? 


Had I stepped into a parallel universe? 


It was like the dream of the bird man that I had 
become, all feathers from my bird-like head, like 
the Egyptian god, ?, and with my will Iknew 
that without a shadow of a doubt that I would 
become a bird and fly away. Doubt - that killer 
of dreams, visions, ideas - stepped in: “What if 
you become this bird and can’t get back into 
your human body?” 


Was I seeing their auras? Their seven bodies, in 
some metaphysical schools - physical at the core and 
then extending outward: ? Subtle, astral, mental, ?? 


And why, when I was walking from my car in the 
parking lot to the store, didn’t the people I see appear 
in these bubble-like appearances? 


I thought of Ginsberg seeing Whitman in his 
(Ginsberg’s) 
“A Californian Grocery Store” but I was seeing 
luminous eggs around people, not Walt Whitman. 

And I had gotten pretty high a number of times 
while sitting in a traditional Native American sweat 
lodge, the Inipi in Lakota Sioux, in Colorado and in 
central Iowa. But after leaving the lodge and going 
back out into the world of everyday people, they 
looked like, well, people...not encased in a bright, 
luminous egg-shaped bubble. 


Meditation? Self-Knowledge ? Prem? ??? Associate 
my story - as wild as it might be, with Prem and 
Knowledge??? 


Yoga? Bickam? Hot yoga??? 

rock climbing - some intense moments 

falling 200 feet down a snow bowl on 
Independence Pass 12 miles from Aspen, Colorado - 
flipping, sliding, backwards, upside down after 
catching an edge and falling then hurtling downwards 
- faster, faster, faster - not scared, not afraid that I 
was going to die- just wondering “When the hell am I 
going to stop?” and when I did, the juxtaposition of 
the silence, the birds singing, snow burns - but 
partying that night with good friend Carl, who 
watched me roar by him and later told me, “Man, I 
thought you were dead!” and jokingly said of the 
burns on the underside of my forearms: “Maybe 
they’ll heal in the shape of aspen leaves!” 


Heal: Alovara ? Mark, straight from plant, scab, 
thick like sausage, but healed, not the slightest trace 
of a scar - or aspen leaf. 


seeing psychic healer Joanne Hibbard in 
Lakewood, Colorado to help me get some “closure” - 
healing - from the pain of a separation from a lady 
friend, Bonnie, who I dated for a year. Checked 
chakras, in good shape, down the stairs, then lying on 
table with light beings on each side of me, beings of 
light, three on each side, who were “scraping” their 
hands about a foot above my body, seemingly 
removing “Something” fibers, pain, attachment, for 
about five minutes then plunged headlong into a sea 
of infinity, infinity I felt it stretched out before, under, 
ahead of me forever and I said aloud: “All there is is 
God and the only thing to do is to serve him.” 

Coming out, high, Joanne was shining bright and 
looking at me she said: “You look so much better 
now/that’s how you should look.’ But she wasn’t 
encased in a shining bubble, neither were the people 
that I saw that night in a convenience store. 


